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He looked around him.
His fello\v members ucrc sitting in all shapes. Chosen
of the people, they confirmed the doctrine that human
nature did not change, or so slowly that one could not
see the process—he had seen their prototypes in Roman
statues, in mediaeval pictures. . . . k Plain but pleasant,3
he thought, unconsciously reproducing George Forsyte's
description of himself in his palmy days. But did they
take themselves seriously, as under Burke, as under
Gladstone even ?
The words c customary indulgence ' roused him from
reverie ; for they meant a maiden speech. Ha ! yes ! The
member for Cornmarket. He composed himself to listen.
Delivering himself with restraint and clarity, the speaker
seemed suggesting that the doctrine ' Do unto others as
you would they should do unto you ' need not be entirely
neglected, even in Ireland ; but it was long—too long—
Michael watched the House grow restive. * Alas ! poor
brother ! * he thought, as the speaker somewhat hastily
sat down. A very handsome man rose in his place. He
congratulated his honourable friend on his able and well-
delivered effort, he only regretted that it had nothing to
do with the business in hand. Exactly ! Michael slipped
out. Recovering his c distinguished stranger,' he walked
away with him to South Square.
Francis Wilmot was in a state of some enthusiasm.
"That was fine," he said. "Who was the gentleman
under the curtains ? "
" The Speaker ? "
" No ; I mean the one who didn't speak."
" Exactly;  he's the dignity of the House."
"They ought to feed him oxygen; it mast be sleepy
under there. I liked the delegate who spoke last. He
would € go ' in America ; he had big ideas."

